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the battered notice-board, the very flat in which
Lucien and Zoe had first seen the light of day,
and tasted the savour of life, was now to let.

As they passed down the path which led under
the massive forefront of the building, they ex-
perienced an inexplicable feeling of melancholy and
reverence* The damp courtyard was hemmed in
by walls which since the minority of Louis XIV
had slowly been crumbling in the rains and the
fogs rising from the Seine. On the right as they
entered was a small building, which served as
a porter's lodge. There, on the window-sill, a
magpie hopped about in a cage, and in the lodge,
behind a flowering plant, a woman sat sewing.

a Is the second floor on the courtyard to let ?"

** Yes, do you wish to see it ? "

" Yes, we should like to see it."

Key in hand, the concierge led flie way. They
followed her in silence. The gloomy antiquity of
the house caused the memories which the blackened
stones evoked for the brother and sister to recede
into an unfathomable past. They climbed the
stone stairs in a state of sorrowful eagerness, and
when the concierge opened the door of the flat they
remained motionless upon the landing, afraid to
enter the rooms that seemed to be haunted by the
host of their childish memories, like so many little
ghosts.